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into die great jagged pit. Step upon step of twisted
rock, down, down, down, as it seemed for ever. To
go down into that pit would be to go down into hell
itself. I looked round hopelessly for some place to
land on, if an engine failed; and there was none.
Clouds came down, and I had to keep throttling down
to dive below them* And whenever a cloud blurred
my vision, I wondered if it hid a rock.

How long I struggled over that pit I do not know.
It may have been ten minutes. It seemed time ever-
lasting. I sweated in a sort of desperate agony. And
the Vimy staggered on behind, following my trail.
"Valkyrie/* child of the storm, came out at last over
the Dead Sea, and I looked down and saw the little
fringe of white foam beating on the rocks, 3,000 feet
below, and flew along to the left of the peninsula. At
last I could go down there with a reasonable chance
of landing. There was a strong headwind blowing
from the Mediterranean, and I had still to cross the
ridge of hills to the west of the Dead Sea. 1 seemed
to hang poised over them for an age. I steered a
compass course for Beersheba, and when I saw it, it
was some way on my left. I had had a message asking
for my position, and I gave it. I was relieved to see
Beersheba aerodrome. It was very cloudy, and I had
to keep gliding down to get out of the clouds. I could
now see the long line of the sea and made for the coast.
Mahon had fallen behind; we last saw him over Beer-
sheba* I sent a message back that we would like tea
on the "conning bridge** at 4.0 p.m. The weather was
now clearing, and the cumulus lifted till its base was
about 4,000 feet. It was misty looking into the sun,
and as I flew along the coast past Moseifig and towards